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Forced to the field he came, but In the rear,
And feigned distraction, to conceal his fear;
Till one more cunning caught him In the snare,
III for himself, and dragged him Into war.
Now let a hero's arms a coward vest,                     55

And he, who shunned all honours,            the

best;

And let me stand excluded from my right,
Robbed of my kinsman's arms* who first appeared

in fight.

Better for us at home he had remained,
Had it been true the madness which he feigned, 60
Or so believed; the less had been our shame,
The less his counselled crime, which brands the

Grecian name;

Nor Philoctetes had been left inclosed
In a bare isle, to wants and pains exposed;
Where to the rocks,, with solitary groans,,            6'5

His sufferings and our baseness he bemoans,
And wishes (so may heaven his wish fulfil!)
The due reward to him who caused his ill.
Now he, with us to Troy's destruction sworn,
Our brother of the war, by whom are borne        70
Alcldes5 arrows, pent in narrow bounds,
With cold and hunger pinched, and pained with

wounds,

To find him food and clothing, must employ
Against the birds the shafts due to the fate of

Troy:

Yet still he lives, and lives from treason free,      75
Because lie left Ulysses' company;
Poor Palamede might wish* so void of aid,
Mather to have been left, than so to death betrayed.
The coward bore the man immortal spite,
Who shamed him out of madness into fight;      so
Nor daring otherwise to vent his hate,
Accused him first of treason to the State;